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Walter Anderson
Walter Anderson became editor of Parade magazine in June
1980. Since that time, he has seen that magazine's circulation rise
from 21 million in 129 Sunday newspapers to more than 34 million in
333 newspapers. During his tenure, Mr. Anderson has added to
Parade's list of contributors such internationally known writers as
David Halberstam, Alex Haley, Norman Mailer, Carl Sagan and Gail
Sheehy.
Before joining Parade, Mr. Anderson held several management
positions with Gannett Newspapers in New York, including editor
and general manager of the Reporter Dispatch in White Plains, editor
and general manager of The Standard-Star in New Rochelle, and
managing editor of The Westchester Rockland Newspapers in White
Plains.

Mr. Anderson is a former investigative reporter whose articles
have appeared in publications as diverse as New York and Ring
magazines, and he is the recipient of many state and national jour
nalism awards for editorial excellence.
While lending dynamic leadership to Parade magazine, he has
also found time to author several books, including The Greatest Risk
of All, published by Houghton Mifflin in September 1988. Alex Haley
said the book "vividly illustrated that it is those people who dare who
will succeed," and Mr. Anderson himself was called "the Dale
Carnegie of the 80s" by The Kirkus Reviews.
Mr. Anderson's first book, Courage Is a Three-Letter Word, was
published in hardcover by Random House in 1986 and in paperback
by Fawcett Crest in 1987 .
His third book is Read With Me, to be published by Houghton
Mifflin on September 8, 1990, which is International Literacy Day. He
is a member of the National Advisory Board of Literacy Volunteers in
America, which is chaired by Barbara Bush, and he received that
organization's Stars in Literacy Award in 1990.
Mr. Anderson has appeared on numerous radio and television
shows, including Today, CBS Nightwatch, Donahue and others.
Once a high school dropout, Walter Anderson has been a dedi
cated crusader for literacy, for retention of at-risk students, and for
the GED, the high school equivalency program . He has been a
director of the National Dropout Prevention Fund and contributed to
the establishment of the National Dropout Prevention Center at
Clemson University.
A Vietnam veteran, he served in the U. S. Marine Corps from
1961 to 1966, rising to the rank of sergeant. He is currently a director
of the New York Vietnam Veterans Leadership Program and a
member of the board of advisors of the Naval Postgraduate School.
His many accomplishments in life have been widely recognized,
including the Tree of Life Award from the Jewish National Fund,
honoring his humanitarian seNice. Proceeds from that award
ceremony went to establish the Walter Anderson Forest in Israel. In
1989, he received the Napoleon Hill Foundation Gold Medal for
literary achievement.
Mr. Anderson is an honors graduate of Westchester Community
College in White Plains, New York, and was valedictorian of his
graduating class. He also graduated summa cum laude from Mercy
College in Dodds Ferry, New York where he majored in psychology
and, again, was valedictorian of his class. He seNed as chairman of
the Board of Trustees of Mercy College for eight years and is now
Trustee Emeritus.
He is married to the former Loretta Gritz. They have two children
and reside in White Plains, New York.
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Preface
Parade magazine is one of the great success stories of the
modern publishing era. With more than 70 million readers each
week, it is the most widely read publication in the world. It is timely,
provocative, straightforward and heeded for its well-rounded cover
age of news and features, environmental affairs, politics, health and
a variety of other subjects.
Behind every such success story are persons with imagination,
creativity and drive. In this sense, the story of Parade magazine is like
the story of Walter Anderson himself, Parade's vigorous and vision
ary editor. But success did not come easily for Walter. A high school
dropout and an abused child, he grew up in the streets of New York,
and he reached deep within himself for the determination to over
come seemingly crushing odds to lift himself out of the cycle of
despair and, ultimately, to reach the pinnacle of success in the
publishing field.
On February 26, 1990, Walter Anderson visited Clemson Univer
sity, where he met with elementary and secondary schoolteachers
and administrators, community business leaders, university faculty
and staff, and representatives of the media. His topic for the
afternoon of seminars was literacy-an abiding concern and a cause
to which he has devoted himself tirelessly over the years. That
evening, his topic was "Am I Doomed To Hate?" based on a chapter
of his forthcoming book, Read With Me. We are grateful to Houghton
Mifflin for permission to share this material. A version of this essay
was presented early last year in a lecture at Boston University
sponsored by the Elie Wiesel Foundation for Humanity.
In this essay, Walter examines the attitude of hate which he
defines as "ill will seeking a victim," and he relates it to his own
experiences in coping with what, indeed, often appeared to be a very
bitter world and one filled with hate.
I commend this essay to you for its content and its power to
compel introspection. Hate can be overcome, as Walter Anderson's
own life and experiences teach us so very well.

Horace W. Fleming, Jr.
Director
Strom Thurmond Institute
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Am I Doomed To Hate?

In the murky darkness of an early morning in late October 1965,
only a few hundred yards from a temporary military camp at Marble
Mountain in East Da Nang, where I was assigned as a Marine
sergeant, I kicked over the dead body of a Viet Cong. He had been
a child, no more than 10 years old, and his remains lay sandwiched
amid those of 12 other broken and dismembered bodies. None of
them looked real to me except this one boy. His eyes were open, and
his face was expressionless. His death must have been a surprise
a sudden shock, I reasoned-because neither pain nor fear had
been frozen into his features. Curious, I thought how the others, all
adults, looked to me like waxen mannequins, some with limbs
missing, their blood imperceptible in the shadows cast by the dim
moonlight. I felt nothing for them. Yet the boy touched me.
"Andy," a lieutenant called out, "what's the matter?"
"Loo~ at this," I answered, pointing to the boy.
"Damn!" he exclaimed. "It's just a kid."
"Yeah," I said, "a kid."
"Let's go," he ordered.
I nodded.
We had walked only a few feet when a dead Marine was carried
past us on a stretcher. Like the boy, he looked very real to me. He
was about my height and weight, and he was probably young, but I
could not be sure, because most of his skull was missing. My jaw
tightened, my face reddened. A fire flared inside me, destroying
reason and compassion in its path: I hated. In that instant, I wanted
to kill every Vietnamese who walked the earth. I turned back to the
dead boy, ready to unload a magazine of bullets flush into his face.
Maybe I hesitated only a split second or maybe it was a minute, but
no matter the span, it was enough time for my anger to dissolve to
hurt. Instead of desecrating a corpse, I got sick.
~cerpted from Read With Me, to be published on International Literacy
Day, September 8, 1990, by Houghton Mifflin Company, 2 Park Street,
Boston, Massachusetts 02108. Copyright 1990 by Walter Anderson.
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I had hated.
Why? Who did I see on that stretcher?
I saw me, of course.
Who else could it be? For more than four years, beginning only
a few days after my 17th birthday, I had been trained to be a Marine,
to follow and to lead Marines-to understand that my life depended
on them, their courage, their tenacity, their honor, that no matter how
loudly or frequently we griped (and we complained often and might
ily!), finally, despite every difference we carried with us into the
Corps, it was only in each other we could trust. I could depend on
them; they could depend on me. Hurt them, you hurt me.
Thus, what I felt as I turned back toward the dead boy was the
least complex, the most easily understood form of hate possible: At
war, I hate my enemy. What I couldn't understand as a 21-year-old
Marine was that I actually needed to hate-a phenomenon that I'll
explore. But, first, I think it's important that we recognize some
fundamental differences between anger and hate.
Anger and violence make no class distinctions: At every level
of society, unchecked anger has provoked violent outbursts, as
saults and biting insults, murder and suicide. It has caused or
aggravated physical problems like headaches, high blood pressure,
heart attacks and ulcers. It's often concealed in complaining and
whining. It's even possible, as many psychiatrists think, that a
crippling emotional condition like depression is suppressed anger.
However, while we diligently study anger's ugliness, we often
neglect to recognize its positive side: Anger can help us to improve,
motivate us to achieve noble goals and-most important-be an
invaluable alarm system in our day-to-day lives. Anger is, after all,
a form of energy, and, properly directed, this energy can alert us to
legitimate concerns; it can give us the needed push to face some of
life's most difficult challenges. When, for example, a citizen pounds
his fist at a town board meeting and raises his voice to decry injustice,
he's really shouting that he's concerned, that he's willing to say it
aloud, that he's willing to overcome his own fear of expressing his
anger, that he believes strongly that good can result. Often, anger is
the fire that inspires creative acts, the burst that sends the depleted
athlete sprinting across the finish line, the nudge that can move us
to find a better job or a better life. Truly, anger can motivate us to
create, to rectify-or to destroy; it is the explosive force generated
within us when we feel frustrated.
What, then, is the relationship between anger and hate?
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Hate, fueled by anger, can be a powerful emotional response to
an immediate situation or to a specific individual-or it can be a long
term, aversive attitude. Hate is distinguished by and includes,
however hidden or denied, an obsessive desire to cause harm to the
object of hatred. Said another way, hate is ill will seeking a victim.
Few people alive today have not known or heard stories about
a third-grader battered by a stranger, the innocent prey of a child
molester, or seen reports of adult casualties of kidnaps, rapes,
muggings-each victim ready to hate somebody. If you yourself
have ever been victimized by a bully, embarrassed by a friend,
scorned by a lover, humiliated by a rival, perhaps you too have felt
hate. Such a reaction to the kind of experiences I've just described
is not difficult to understand-because the tormentor is easy to
identify, readily visualized, and the hate is a response to a particular
personal injury; the victim almost always knows whom to hate. The
hate I'm about to describe, however, is the kind of hate that allows us
to wish harm to someone we do not know.
This is the attitude of hate, a structure of beliefs that predisposes
us to perceive in a certain way. How could I, a reasonably sane
young man, actually hate a dead boy? The truth is, I couldn't. I could
only hate those whom I had been made ready to hate: the enemy.
Like love, which also is an attitude, hate can color, if not define, our
world. Both attitudes may involve anger, and both share the same
opposite: indifference. Unlike love, though, which is enlarging, hate
is corrosive.
These attitudes of ours, whether positive or negative, normally
seem to evolve from three sources:
• Personal experience
• Family training
• Community influence
Personal experience can mean an attitude of hate arising from
an incident of actual psychological or physical abuse: a black child,
for example, bullied by whites, or a white child bullied by blacks, or
a Jewish child harangued by gentiles-all stripped of any sense of
personal security, made to feel vulnerable, helpless, in each case
victimized because they are perceived by their tormentors to be
different. It's possible, of course, that such a single experience, if
sufficiently terrifying, could have a profound impact, helping to form
a lasting foundation of hate. We tend to vividly remember or,
conversely, earnestly forget moments of stark terror, these being the
stuff of nightmares. For most people, though, I suspect that when
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hate emerges from personal experience, it is not a single event-in
which, as in the examples I cited earlier, we know clearly whom to
hate-but is instead a result of a pattern of abuse, sometimes in the
home.
An army of writers and social scientists firing off millions of words
has thoroughly examined the ambivalence toward their parents that
emerges in children. So I'm sure it's safe to write that, even in the
most stable, the most loving of families, there are times when a child
resents Mom or Dad.
What can happen, though, when the resentment burns deeper?
Imagine a boy who struggles to earn a B in fifth grade-and he's
punished by his father for not receiving a B+ or an A Working even
harder, in the next marking period he earns an A-, and again he's
scolded, because it's not an A or an A+. At baseball, he leads the
team, hitting .350-but Dad reminds him that .350 is not .400. Hasn't
each of us known a child like this who, now that he has become an
adult, vehemently complains about his current employer or some
other authority figure? Having resigned or been fired from a half
dozen jobs, he's able to graphically recount the failings, the mistakes
of all of his superiors, never recognizing that he's ascribing the same
characteristics to different people. More, the supervisors' prime
flaws, as he describes them, never seem to vary: "They just don't
recognize how valuable I am. I am not appreciated." Still in pain, still
futilely seeking approval, the man jousts with the ghosts of his
childhood. He doesn't say, "I hate Dad." That's far too painful to
admit. He says, instead, "I hate the boss"-transferring his hate to
whomever is in authority. The man's hate, though hidden, is
complete and real; it is the color of his world. When someone
repeatedly involves us in unpleasant experiences-particularly those
that cause us to feel fear, anger or pain-not surprisingly we form an
attitude of hate, even if we must suppress it to survive the moment.
Such concealed, festering hate, blindly seeking release, causes
immense pain to individuals and is the cause, I suspect, of at least
some of the intolerance in the world today.
Perhaps it would be useful to recall here the parable about two
Buddhist monks who were hurrying late one afternoon to return to
their monastery before nightfall. Unexpectedly, they came upon a
beautiful young woman stranded at the edge of the same river they
had to ford. The woman, they observed, was perplexed, pacing,
frantic. Like the monks, she was acutely aware that night was
approaching.
"The water is so high!" she exclaimed. Then she asked, "How
can I possibly get across?"
7
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The taller monk promptly hoisted the young lady onto his back
and strode across the swollen stream, gently depositing her safely on
the other side.
"Thank you so much," she said, and, now secure, she walked
quickly to the road that would take her home.
The monks started quietly along an adjoining path, but as soon
as the young woman was out of sight, the shorter monk launched into
an angry litany:
"Have you forgotten your vows? How dare you touch a woman!
What will people say? You have scandalized our order, carried our
very religion into disrepute ..."
The taller monk, his head bowed, walked silently, listening
without argument to the dreary, seemingly unending sermon.
Finally, after an hour of monotonous abuse, the taller monk
interrupted, "Excuse me, my brother. I dropped that woman by the
river. Are you still carrying her?"
Whom, I wonder, do I carry?
Whom do you still carry?
The human personality is far too complex-and I am far too
inexpert-to try to do more in these few pages than to recognize
some universal patterns of behavior that I think it would be wise to
consider. Also, I know that I am not isolated from what I've been
trying to examine here. Personal experience has helped me to form
my predispositions, my attitudes: / see what I believe I see.
Personal experience, though, is but the first of the three sources
of hate I mentioned earlier. Family training is the second-and
maybe the most stubbornly persistent once it is ingrained.
More, some of our most profound lessons frequently are taught
with subtlety, almost as if they're not taught but rather absorbed.
Consider an example I described in my second book, The Greatest
Risk of All:
We're riding down the street in the family car, Daddy at the
wheel.
"Bang! Bang! Bang!" we shout, aiming our imaginary pistols at
street lights, road signs, trees, pretending all to be villains we're
about to vanquish.
"Hold on," says Daddy, laughing. "Hold your fire for a nigger!"
Although a racist may argue that his bias is rooted in some
evidence, some graphic experience he can relate, and is thus
reasoned and mature, the hard truth is that his hatred bursts from his
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darkest corners, his insecurity, and he has been made ready, been
programmed, to hate. It's important to grasp, though, that what a
bigot learns-however self-consuming, destructive or childlike-is
the outcome of the same process by which we acquire all other
attitudes. The human mind is like a doorway. When we have no
opinion, the opening is as wide as can be. Give us some information,
and the door closes slightly. A little more, perhaps spiced with a smile
from Daddy, and the door closes further. Ask us a question about
what we've learned-thereby encouraging us to commit ourselves to
a position-and the door is left only slightly ajar, if open at all.
Inevitably, our attitudes flavor our behavior. If we prefer a political
party, for example, we'll probably find ourselves more tolerant of the
unique and differing characteristics of its members. "These are
people," we might say. On the other hand, the peccadilloes of
individuals in opposing parties are sure targets of scorn. I have
known some Americans who, while claiming to be God-fearing, are
prepared to believe that people of a particular race are superior
meaning, of course, that those of different descent are inferior. This,
despite the simple truth that no major religion teaches that human
beings are descended from more than one race.
I believe that hate, in the form of racism, is the most significant
social problem troubling my country. Look around. Whether it's
undergraduates forming a "White Students Union" at Temple Univer
sity in Philadelphia, the bloody slashing of a white man because he
walked down a Manhattan street with his black wife, a racial riot in the
Overtown section of Miami, the chilling sight of a plate glass window
crashing down around the head of a black man as a white police
officer arrests him in Long Beach, California-it seems a day does
not pass without another report of a racial incident. A national survey
published by pollster Louis Harris less than two years ago noted that
blacks and whites are far apart in how they perceive the state of race
relations: Large majorities of whites say blacks are treated equally
in America; large majorities of blacks firmly disagree. A few days
before the survey results were announced, Joseph A. Califano Jr.,
the former United States Secretary of Health, Education and Wel
fare, had written in The New York Times Magazine, "During all my
years on President Johnson's staff, I cannot recall a single personal
call from a member of Congress asking us to step up civil rights en
forcement for blacks; I remember scores of pleas to blunt such
enforcement. During my years as President Carter's Secretary of
Health, Education and Welfare, our vigorous enforcement of civil
rights laws on behalf of women, Hispanics and the handicapped met
with relatively modest resistance; similar action on behalf of blacks
often sparked fierce opposition."
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As I've been writing this passage, I've been struggling to recall
the first time in my own life I might have observed an event-a subtle
opportunity to learn-or an experience that somehow distinguished
the races. And I remember:
We lived on the second floor of a railroad flat in a four-story
tenement in a working-class neighborhood in Mount Vernon, New
York, a suburb bordering the Bronx.
My sister Carol, who was seven years older than I, had arranged
a sixth birthday party for me. Seven or eight of my friends, all boys
my age, played, laughed, had cake. I loved hearing "Happy Birthday"
sung to me. And as the afternoon drew to a close-too quickly I
thought-I noticed that the boys, also too quickly, had queued by the
door.
My best friend, Barry, was third in line, and when Carol leaned
down to kiss his cheek, the boy last in line hissed to me, "She kissed
a nigger!"
"Where?" I asked.
"There!" he exclaimed.
"Who?"

"Barry, you jerk!" he replied. "Your sister kissed a nigger."
I punched him. I didn't have a clue as to what a "nigger" was, but
the way that boy said it, I knew it was very bad. I didn't hit him for what
he had called Barry, though, but for telling me my sister had done
something that she shouldn't have done.
Carol separated us before any real damage was inflicted,
demanding, "What's the matter?"
"Nothin'," I told her.
The boy nodded.
A little later, while we were alone in the kitchen, I thanked Carol
for the party.
"That's okay," she told me.
I stood silently, shifting my weight from one foot to the other.
"What's the matter?" she asked.
"How come you kissed a nigger?"
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"I ought to slap your face!"

"Why?"
"You're calling your best friend a 'nigger'!"
I surrendered.
"Carol," I asked, ''what's a 'nigger'?"
She told me, ''That's what the colored people were called when
they were slaves."
"No kiddin' ."
"Yeah," she said, "so don't say 'nigger' around colored people.
It can hurt their feelings and make them mad."
"Okay," I agreed.
Reflecting on this episode now, after nearly four decades, I'm
reminded just how significant language is to us. Thus-before I
explore further how our attitudes are molded in our families and in our
communities-I'd like to examine again the importance of our
potential to learn words: that remarkable ability which allows us, first,
to communicate with someone else; second, to think, which is to
communicate with ourselves; and, third, to acquire the attitudes that
shape our entire outlook on life.
While visiting some friends at the Delancey Street Foundation,
a renowned rehabilitation program for criminal offenders in San
Francisco, I was told a story by a former convict that I think vividly
illustrates the second skill, how important our words are to our
thinking.
"Why did you learn to read?" I asked Conrad Laran, a resident
of Delancey in his 30s who, after joining the program, had become
literate and had completed his high school education.
"I wanted to be able to dream," he replied.
"Dream?"
"Yes," he said, "you need words to dream. Maybe people who
have been able to read since they were kids don't understand that,
but it's true. You need words to dream. I remember how badly I
wanted to dream about snow, snow in places like Alaska. I had never
11

seen any snow except in pictures. I wanted to read about snow; I
wanted to understand snow."
He pointed to six letters crudely drawn in blue ink between the
thumb and the first finger of his left hand, and he explained, "I did that
to myself, tattooed my name there before I could read. So if anyone
asked me to write my name, I could. I could fool them. That was me:
C-0-N-R-A-D."
Like Conrad discovering snow, I had to hear "nigger" before
someone could be one; before a "nigger" could exist, I had to learn
the word.
Our language molds our thought, and it narrows and enlarges
our world. Conrad, for example, saw only snow: falling snow, setting
snow, melting snow, shifting snow, hard snow, soft snow-all was
"snow." An Eskimo hunter who has to protect and provide for his
family in the frigid northern reaches, however, perceives several
different kinds of snow. Unlike Conrad, the Eskimo hunter has many
words for snow; when he scans a frozen landscape, he sees far more
than Conrad.
Words, as I've noted, can enrich-but they also can incite.
"Nigger," for example, may inspire strong emotion, from deep hurt to
murderous rage. Yet, when shouted by a comic as a punch line, the
word may provoke laughter or indifference. We all know expressions
that millions of people throughout recorded history have been willing
to kill and to die for, words that believers were predisposed to hear
as energizing, uplifting-while their adversaries found the same
words provocative as a slur: "No taxation without representation!"
"Uberte, egalite, fraternite." "In the name of God."
When words are abstract, they can rally a whole range of
emotions:
Liberty.
Equality.
Democracy.
Communism.
God.
Specifically, though, what do these words mean-and when
and where do they have these meanings? "Liberty," for example.
The American patriot Patrick Henry swore in 1775, "I know not
what course others may take, but as for me, give me liberty or give
me death."
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Do we know what Patrick Henry meant by "liberty"?
When he died a quarter of a century after his famous speech,
Patrick Henry's estate included 67 slaves. The question is, liberty for
whom? Equality? Democracy? Communism? What about "God"?
In 1989 a bounty was placed on an author whose words a religious
leader said were "offensive to God." One report asserted that death
squads had been dispatched, with the assassins given assurances
that if they were killed while attempting to murder the author, they
would achieve martyrdom, a straight path to heaven. What does
"God" mean to these killers? What did "God" mean during the
Inquisition? What did "God" mean to the early Greeks and to the
Romans? Today, what does the word "God" mean in Bombay or in
Jerusalem or in Nanking or in Boston? And to whom?
I remember a conversation with Vitaly Korotich, the editor of
Ogonyok in Moscow, not long after the two of us had completed an
exchange of visits in 1987 that had been encouraged by the govern
ments of the Soviet Union and the United States:
"How were the articles received in your country?" I asked,
referring to the reports we had written that appeared side-by-side
both in Ogonyok and in Parade, of which I am editor.
"Mostly positive," he said.
"What was the negative?"
"My critics," he reported, "called me a capitalist."
I laughed.
"What's funny?" he asked.
"Both articles were received well here, too," I told Vitaly, "but my
critics called me a communist."
My initial response was to chuckle, considering that I am not a
communist, that I've thrived as an American citizen, that I'm firmly
biased toward the democratic principles of my own country. Yet, I
know that the charge was made as seriously and with as much malice
as the criticism of Vitaly. Our accusers in both lands would have
great difficulty, I'm sure, defining the words "communist" and "capi
talist." Abstract terms, after all, become paradoxical when we try to
define them-even when people can find reason to agree. A debate
has raged in Israel on and off over the past several years: 'Who is
a Jew?" It is a heated and intense religious quarrel among people
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who have been taught to call themselves "Jews." Not surprisingly,
this argument is in the abstract. But in Moscow, guess who's called
a "Jew"?
Vitaly Korotich.
Early in 1989, Vitaly's political antagonists unfurled banners in
a public auditorium that ridiculed him as a "Jew," and his adversaries
shouted, "Korotich is a kike!"
'Why," I asked him, "do they call you a Jew?"
"You mean," he asked, "why do they say such things when they
know I'm not Jewish?"
"Yes."
"Anti-Semitism," he explained, "existed in Russia long before
the Communist Revolution. So when my critics call me a 'Jew,' they
aren't actually saying that I'm a Jew, though it does reflect their anti
semitism. They're accusing me of interests outside my homeland,
that I am not first a Soviet citizen . The charge of disloyalty is false
of course I am a communist!-but that's not really important to my
critics, is it?"
The criticism of Vitaly reflects community influence and attitudes
learned over a lifetime, acquired in the same manner as the attitudes
of those who would call me a "communist." Abstract notions
including the emotionally charged words we have been willing to
wage war over-usually are first communicated to us at home. Thus,
we tend to cherish them.
A family, however comprised, might be seen as the small
opening in a gigantic funnel. Through the large end are poured all the
habits, customs, belief systems, utensils, weapons and machines
we need to survive in our community. My sister and I, for example,
were the products of civilization in that we lived in a city; of Western
civilization in that we were expected to be Christians; of Anglo-Saxon
culture in that English was our language; of American culture in that
we were encouraged to embrace a capitalist work ethic; of New York
culture, which accounted for our accents, our dress, our peculiar
mannerisms; of our neighborhood in Mount Vernon, which was
largely a quilt of poor and minority families; and of the Anderson
family itself-and how it filtered this whole funnel of culture to Carol
and to me.
Despite so much tumbling into our funnel, though, there was
room to absorb some really large loves and hates. On my sixth
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birthday, for example, my country probably loved the British; accord
ingly, I'm sure Carol and I loved the British, too. Of course, time is
critical when assessing a nation's loves and hates:
1755: We loved the British; we hated the French-the French
and Indian Wars.
1776: We loved the French; we hated the British-the American
Revolution.
1798: We hated the French-sea battles with France.
1812: We loved the French; we hated the British-the War of
1812.
1861: Our North and our South hated each other-the Civil War
begins.
1900: We loved the Japanese; we hated the Chinese-the
Boxer Rebellion in China.
1914: We loved the Russians-World War I begins.
1918: We loved the Italians; we hated the Russians-U.S.
troops invade Russia.
1935: We hated the Italians-Italy invades Ethiopia.
1939: We loved the Finns; we hated the Russians-Russia
invades Finland.
1941: We loved the Russians, the British and the Chinese; we
hated the Germans, the Italians and the Japanese
World War II.
By the morning of my birthday party in 1950, we already had
started to love the West Germans, the Japanese, the Italians and the
South Koreans-and we hated the North Koreans, the East Ger
mans, the Russians and the Chinese. Today, the South Koreans talk
to the North Koreans, while Americans talk to the Chinese and to the
Russians. Who dares forecast tomorrow's weather?
Earlier I asked: "How could I, a reasonably sane young man,
actually hate a dead boy?"
I replied that I could not; I could only hate the enemy. The word
itself, "enemy," nourished my attitude; the word helped to dissolve a
human being into a thing-and our attitudes toward "things," as
opposed to people, can be quickly fortified by other words, hate
words like "gook" for a Vietnamese.
I believe that our opinions are like passengers racing down the
aisle of a large train; however independent they may appear, they are
led by a locomotive called "attitude." Many of our so-called "honest
opinions" are more predisposed than we would like to admit; we see
what we expect to see.
A story told to me by my Uncle Bill Thiele is illustrative. Bill was
one of the 28,000 Americans who were wounded or killed in the
World War II battles at the Hurtgen Forest in the winter of 1944.
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'We were at the edge of the trees early one morning when a
blond boy, a German child, suddenly appeared. He was running, and
his arms were flailing and he was shouting for his mother, screaming,

'Mutten Mutten"'
'What happened?" I asked.
"He was shot dead."
Although my uncle was born in America, both of his parents had
emigrated to the United States from Germany. That morning, what
did he and the other soldiers see?
The enemy.
Years later, after l returned from Vietnam, l asked my uncle
again what he saw.
"A blond boy crying for his mother," he said.
He was sure I understood-and he was right.
l know now that I cannot find in someone else more than I have
in myself: / see what I believe I see. Thus, considering all the forces,
all the experiences that have combined to shape me, a question
emerges: Am I doomed to hate?
The answer was never more in focus for me than one January
morning in 1985 as I sat in the Los Angeles office of television
personality Ralph Edwards. He had been the host of the This Is Your
Life program when I was a boy and, because I had asked, he had
given me permission to view a show that had been broadcast
originally on December 15, 1954-when I was 10 years old. The
segment celebrated the life of Dr. Laurence Jones, who, with less
than two dollars in his pocket, founded in 1909 what became the
nationally famous Piney Woods Country Life School in Mississippi.
Dr. Jones was a brilliant, talented man who was black and who was
determined to use his gifts to improve his society. In the very heart
of the Deep South, only a few decades after slavery and long before
segregation was ruled to be unconstitutional, he had persuaded
white people as well as black people to help him create the school he
envisioned, a place where young black Americans could gain knowl
edge, could become literate.
The television screen was monochromatic, in sharp contrast to
the colors we see today-but the message, even after 30 years, had
not lost its impact. Dr. Jones responded with humility, despite his
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extraordinary achievements and the glowing testimonials from for
mer students and friends.
My eyes filled. I could remember also the 10-year-old boy who
sat alone in a second-floor railroad flat of a Mount Vernon tenement
and watched that show in 1954, how it inspired me some years later
to read Beth Day's excellent biography of Laurence Jones titled The
Little Professor of Piney Woods-and, particularly, to recall a scene
of hate she so skillfully reported.
It began on the third night of a revival meeting in 1917, and the
little backwoods church was crowded when Laurence Jones told the
congregation, "Life is a battleground. We must stay on the firing line
and wage constant battle against ignorance, against superstition,
against poverty. We must marshal our faith ..."
Two white boys happened to be listening in and, unfortunately,
they misunderstood the teacher's call to education as a call to arms.
Inflamed, they hurried to their horses, rode hard and spread the
word: "Speaker up t'church is urgin' all the niggers to rise up and fight
the white people."
The next morning, a mob of angry whites seized Laurence
Jones and carried him to a tall tree, lifted him onto a pile of fire-ready
dried brush, then draped a noose around his neck. A few in the crowd
excitedly began to fire their rifles-a warning against escape or
interference. Before the lynching began, though, the innocent
teacher was taunted by one of the men to make a speech-and, as
Beth Day describes, he did:
"Balanced firmly on his pile of brush, with the rope slack around
his throat, Laurence started talking-talking as he had never talked
before-strong, clean words that cut sharply but simply across the
curious silence. Humble words but no begging ones. He spoke of
the South of both the Negro and the white, the land where they all
lived and must keep on living together. He told about his school,
about what he was trying to do to make that living together easier for
both white and black. He told them of the many Southern white men
who had learned to trust him and who had helped him. He called
names that some of them there knew. He repeated what he had said
the day before and just what he had meant by it. He explained that
they were all caught in a 'battle of life,' just as this country might be
forced to fight the German effort to enslave the whole world, that the
fight he was putting up was against superstition, against poverty, and
particularly against ignorance. He even wooed them to laughter,
giving them a moment's respite in which to relax before he hit again
at the message they must learn if their beloved land was to survive
and be more than an ugly battlefield of hates. And then at last when
he felt he could let go, when there was nothing more to say, he
concluded with this solemn statement: 'There is not a man standing
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here who wants to go to his God with the blood of an innocent man
on his hands."'
Not a sound was heard. No one moved. Then an old man
wearing a Confederate Army coat climbed the brush pyre and lifted
the noose from Laurence Jones' neck: "Come on down, boy," he
said. "We jes' made a slight mistake." Someone else shouted: "Let's
help the professah with his school!" After hats were passed-with
more than $50 collected-the teacher was returned safely to the
church.
In the Laurence Jones story, the three sources of hate I
emphasized earlier seem to boil to the surface: When we project into
the present the frustrations of our past, our hate stems from personal
experience; when we absorb hate within the bosom of our families,
it glows brightly with a halo of virtue; when our hate is institutionalized
in our community, we can anticipate tragedies like the Nazi persecu
tion of Jews and the Khmer Rouge slaughter of Cambodians on the
killing fields-or a lynching.
What I couldn't understand as a 21-year-old Marine, pointing a
rifle at a dead Vietnamese boy, was that in that moment I needed to
hate. Fortunately, though, I hesitated before I fired into the child's
face-and my hate was exposed to light. So, am I doomed to hate?
As I sat in Ralph Edwards' office, enjoying the old television
program, I considered what Laurence Jones had told someone when
he was asked years later whether he hated the men in the angry mob
who had so hated him:
"No," he replied. "No man can make me stoop so low as to hate
him."
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